Digimon Frontier: Re-imagined 
by Weirdo Whoever 


Category: Digimon 

Genre: Adventure, Friendship 

Language: English 

Status: In-Progress 

Published: 2016-04-07 15:17:14 

Updated: 2016-04-07 15:17:14 

Packaged: 2016-04-27 22:24:23 

Rating: T 

Chapters : 1 

Words : 2,219 

Publisher: www.fanfiction.net 

Summary: An original re-imagination based on Digimon Frontier. Rated 
T for cursing. 


Digimon Frontier: Re-imagined 

Summer in Tokyo has never been hotter, at least for Togane Kou, 
currently waiting in a platform for a train to Kasumigaseki . His 
dress shirt was dinged to his body, soaked with sweat, and he pulled 
away his tie the very moment he left his office twenty minutes ago. 
The salesman was not happy with the current situation - the heat, the 
sweat, the job, but mostly the delay in the train. Occasionally he 
would tap on the suitcase on his lap impatiently, but after fifteen 
straight minutes or so he just gave up. 

Something was not right, Tokyo Metro is not supposed to be this late, 
or for that matter, late at all. Kou wiped out the sweat on his 
forehead, and realized that his hand was even sweatier than the 
forehead. He sighed. Some high school students glared at him as if he 
was chasing after their skirts. 

"C'_mon_, I've got a business to do here..." He spat out, checking 
the time on his smartphone. He already missed his lunch two hours 
ago, only because that Wakayama bastard dumped his works to his 
subordinates, including Kou. And now he's here at the subway station, 
heading to the meeting that is most likely to cost his desk only 
because that goddamned train does not show up in time. 

"That tardy bastard... Just because he's the boss..." Kou cursed 
below his breath, and almost killed himself with a heart failure when 
his smartphone shrieked out a sharp, alarming tone. 


Internet cafe in Shibuya is a place for people of all shapes and 
characters . Be it high school student hanging out after school, a 
homeless man who managed to grab a fortune and deserved somewhere 



decent, or a rebel without a cause, internet cafe was open for 
anyone . 

Even in case of all of them in one, shaggy-haired boy, now scanning 
the image boards for something. Occasionally he would blink his 
bloodshot eyes maddeningly, groan, and stretching his thin body 
within the chair rather too big for him. 

There was something in Inokashira Ryuji that reminded the observer of 
a dog - a shaggy dog, who has seen a decent meal in the past two 
months. Which as surprisingly true, because his runaway life started 
two months ago and he did seen a decent meal since then. He would do 
some shady part-time jobs or looting for coins under the vending 
machines, but every night he returned to this small room with a 
personal computer and a decent air conditioning, spending all night 
searching for something. 

Occasionally he would sleep. But not for long. He just could 
not . 


Akabane Tatsuya put on his shirts. The locker room is crammed with 
soccer club, and it was sweating hot, despite the fact that every 
single one of them just had a shower in less than five minutes. Of 
course it was summer, but as everyone has wondered, has it been 
_this_ hot? Tatsuya did not argue with it. He just found no reason 
for it. 

He crammed his sweat shorts into his gym bag when the team goalkeeper 
walked past him. He almost spilled the contents, but managed to grab 
hold on the strap. 

"Whoops, my bad," said the goalkeeper. 

"No, I'm cool," said Tatsuya. He zipped his bag, and wrung it around 
his shoulder. "But you really should watch your step, Shinya, for 
your good . " 

"I know, right?" snorted Kanbara Shinya. Then he bent over and picked 
up something, and showed it to Tatsuya. "Here, I saw this slipping 
from your bag. Yours?" 

Tatsuya raised and eyebrow. It was a pair of rather old-fashioned 
goggles. Something about it gave the impression of a vast range of 
deserts and Egyptian sun. 

" . . . Technically , yes..." He groaned, and reluctantly snatched the 
goggles from his teammate's hand. What he wanted to say was: _So a 
worry wart of a mother was nearly frantic upon the news of sudden 
dust storm from, I don't know, China? And she insisted I put on these 

things whenever I go outside. I said hell no, that looks terrible and 

stupid, but as you know, who could argue with your own mother?_ 

He did not say all that. The event was stupid by itself, and he could 

not stand making it even more ridiculous. He popped the goggles into 
his bag, worrying for a question from the innocent, oblivious 
classmate . 


There was a beat, and Shinya opened his mouth. "That's a little... 



_odd_ for a soccer team, dude." 

Tatsuya groaned again. "Gah, don't mention it," he spat. "Look, we 
can have something better to talk about, once we get downtown. Care 
for an ice cream, perhaps?" 

Shinya shrugged. "If it's on you, why not?" 

Tatsuya grinned. If there was one thing that soothed him like nothing 
else, it was his best friend. 


Togane Kou shook his head left and right. It was obvious that he was 
not being followed - he knew too well that he is not that important - 
but no one in the Sales Department will find it implausible Wakayama 
Takahiko could hear his insult from the parking lot, in his office, 
with earphones on... 

He hurriedly checked his smartphone, and found out that he had a 
message to read. He almost dropped his phone when he saw a short text 
from unknown number: _Shibuya Station, 2:51 PM. Only Chance. _ He read 
the message twice, then thrice. Later he would have admitted that he 
had read the message quatrice, but he did not know the word. Then he 
checked the time. He was definitely late to Kasumigaseki , but he 
could barely make it to Shibuya if the train arrived in the next 
three minutes. 

He checked the sender of the message. Not from someone in his 
address, not even Wakayama Takehiko or his client in Kasumigaseki. 

His thumbs were almost on "Call" button, but he decided to stop. 

Maybe the client realized that there is a delay in the subway, and 
decided to hold the meeting in somewhere else. Maybe the company 
called the client to rearrange the meeting. Maybe that Wakayama... 
no, never Wakayama. Then what is with this message, so short even for 
an urgent business? What does this guy mean by "Only Chance?" And 
there was the possibility that this message is just another prank 
from someone so vile to mislead a poor salesman from his job... 

His reason demanded further investigation, but his guts concluded the 
it is best not to think deep. Togane Kou was not a man programmed to 
snuffle around something that may or may not hold his job for a 
stake. He took a deep breath, then almost choked on his own breath 
when a train suddenly zoomed into the platform. 


The sun was blazing maddeningly from the sky. Fortunately, the street 
of Shibuya showed no sign of dust storm, apart from the exhaust gases 
from the cars, which was par in city standards. Akabane Tatsuya bit 
off a bite from his nearly liquid ice cream cone. 

"Dude, it's _sizzling_ out here. It's a wonder this ice cream is 
still solid, " he said. His teammate Kanbara Shinya nodded next to 
him. Sweats were pouring from every inch of both ' s skin. 

"Maybe we should get back to somewhere with a roof, Akabane, " 
suggested Shinya. "There's something wrong with the sunlight. It's... 
too hot . " 



"That's called _summer_, Mr. Know-all," retorted Tatsuya. "Besides, 
it's too early to get back home. I want some fun. You know what, now 
that I think of it, maybe we should go to arcade, " he added. "Are you 
ready for Mr. Akabane Tatsuya 's awesome action gaming techniques, 
cadet ? " 

"What, the last time you spent a whole bill on Stage 1?" Snorted 
Shinya . 

"Now that was demonstration of how _not_ to do an action game!" 
Tatsuya blurted out, offended. "If it was not for you and that stupid 
Inok-" 

There was an awkward pause. Two high school students were standing on 
the street, apparently looking for a word. 

Eventually Tatsuya opened his mouth. "You know what, Shinya," he said 
reluctantly. "I really wish Inokashira was here." 

Shinya did not said a word. He just gave a sad nod, and that was 
enough . 

"I-I mean, that jerk is not supposed to just disappear like that when 
a match is a week left to go!" Tatsuya added. "It's not that we have 
any substitutes, or-or, a talented striker that he used to be, 
and-and, yeah, he was the one who-" 

"Tatsuya," Shinya cut in. Tatsuya snapped back to the street he was 
standing on. Another awkward passed until he said, "Sorry about that. 
I was just-" 

"I know," Shinya said calmly. "That jerk should not have disappeared 
like that." Then he gave a big smile. 

>Tatsuya grinned back. "Alright, then," he said. "Let's just forget 
about that big jerk Inokashira, and hit the arcade !"<p> 

Shinya watched his colleague stepping triumphantly toward the arcade. 
He sighed, "Geez, what a mood swinger..." 


Inokashira Ryuji woke up with a start in a chair. He had that same 
dream - a dream that haunted him ever since that day three years ago. 
He shook his head wildly, and without opening his eyes, he wrung his 
fingers on a mouse and accessed to the image board. 

His routine was same as usual - police homepage, image boards, 
preferably accidents and incidents, and news portals. He had a list 
of "scoops" he had collected so far, each of them revolving around a 
same topic. 

Ryuji scanned the image board as usual, and decided that it was not 
helping, once again. He almost put the mouse cursor on a little red X 
on the corner when a message noticed that he had a mail to read. 

He checked the mail. Twice. He tried to scream, yelp, and shout at 
the same time, but his throat was off duty for the past two weeks and 
his vocal cord failed to work properly. 


Next moment, Inokashira Ryuji was moving an the speed he had not 



experienced since the past two months. 


"I have been summoned, milord," Said a calm voice in the dark. It was 
always dark in where the owner of the voice was. It was in his 
nature . 

A silhouette stirred within the veil of dusk. Then there was another 
voice, soft and thoughtful, a voice of someone best described as an 
angel, literally. 

"I have sensed that you will have a visitor in the near future," said 
the voice. "Someone like yourself. In fact," the voice added, then 
paused. There was another stirring in the dark. The voice resumed, 
"someone you already know." 

The stirring figure froze. The details of the figure was obscured by 
the shade, but the outline showed clearly that it was a figure of a 
knight, full clad in suit of armors, albeit a rather esoteric 
shape . 

"I am aware that you are much distressed by the fact, squire," 
continued the voice. "He is too young and powerless to be here, in 
this outrageous world not known to him. That is why I have called 
you, squire, to guide him, and keep him from any harm he may 
face . " 

"It- it would be my pleasure, milord," said the first voice, now not 
as calm as he first sounded. "No- it would be my responsibility, 
milord, to protect the others." 

"Very well. I have expected that, squire," said the soft voice 
pleasedly. "Now you may go, find the poor soul, and guide him to me. 

I will show you the way." 

"As you wish, milord, " replied the voice of who has referred as 
squire. He stood up, and heard the last message from his lord. 

>"Remember, squire. I will be always with you, wherever you 
go . . . "<p> 

"You've got mail, dude," said Tatsuya. Shinya picked up the phone 
from his pocket, and checked the message, gave a snort, then put the 
phone back. 

"What was it?" Tatsuya asked. 

"Oh, nothing, really, " Shinya chortled. "Just another stupid 
spam . " 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><pXstrong>Author ' s Note : <strong> If there is one thing I really 
regret, it would be my fanboying over _Digimon Frontier_. I mean, 
yes, the design was awesome, and yes, the premise was quite promising 
back then, but Bandai, oh Bandai, _seriously?_ 

I just had a round of Digimon marathon few weeks ago, and it occured 
to me that Digimon Frontier has some things that could be improved. 



And as the good saying goes, _if you want something done, you should 

better do it yourself. _You know what, I agree with that. 

Still, I am very well aware that I am amateur as hell. I'm going 
original because I did not have the guts to add or take any part of 
the original story. I'm taking so many leaves from original _Digimon 
franchise, and taking some from other works I used to like. I know I 
might not go as well as I wanted to, but at least I'll take a shot, 

because for now this is the only thing I can do. 

Please read and review - your comments improve the work. _The legend 
evolves, _ you know. 

* *Disclamer : * * _Digimon_ belongs to Kongo Akiyoshi and Toei 
Animation. The author owns nothing of the franchise. 


End 
f lie . 



